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THE ENCHANTRESS.

ACT T.

Sceng L—The Hermitage of  Our Lady of the Woods”
situnted on @ lofly mountain of the Albruesi, near Ofietti, the
approach o which ds by sieps eut in the rocks—it commands
@ picturesque view, bounded by forests and high mountaing in
the horizon—on the 0. F. the statule of # Our Lady,” near
which o lamp i burning.

As the curtain rizes, & religious chant 1 heard in the valley,
anhich gredually thevenses as the procession of the Rogation is
seen ascending the steps leading to the Hermitage—young Crirls
and Youths carrying wreaths of flowcrs, which they place at
the feet of the statue, while some Powants ring the Hermits
bell. Enter ¥RA ANTONIO, the Hermit, onwhose appearance
they off feneel, and he gives them his blesving.

({HORUS.
(Heard first tn the distance, then on the stage.)
Bend before high Heaven tho knee
In faith and in humility |
Pray that the parch’d and barren ground
With plenty may onee more sbound ;
And now where dronght and want appal
Ita dewz may bountifully fall.
Lift mp on high this solemn sirain,
‘Where sorrow never pleade in vain !

Fra. Ant. Doubt not your prayers will be heard.
2



6 THE ENCHANTRESH,

CHORUS (animated.)

Blest be the holy man, whoae word
- Hath fold us that our prayer is heard ;
Bleat be the Hermit, in whoss cell
All that are good and pious dwell ;
Bleat be the Hermit, from whose home
Things that are also good, do eome !
For body and soul all cheer

Is gure to bo met with here !
During the Chorus, MATHARA=TUS has been seem

x ascending the rocks, and utits terminafion he enders.

Meih. T come to inquire after friend, Sylvio.

Fra Ant. Ahlthﬂhravnuﬂnl;-ﬁaymbmngh?npbgym

Magh. 1 can't snawer for hmmlnhty hevanss his family is equally
unknown to either of na—but he's too brave by half—riding from morn-
ing till night all over these mountaing, on & wild sort of & horse, at the
riek of breaking hizs neck every ten minutes.

Frg Ani. Heaven will protect him.

Firel Pes. Provided he does not falkin with the Enchantress of Saint
Michael.

All. Woe be to the Enchantross,

Firat Pea. Bhe never makes her sppearancs, but misfortunes are surs
to follow—hail, and thunder, and floode!

Mmh. (bl you've an Enchantreas among ye, have ye! what a lncky
et of nevermst with one, exceptin my books, and I shonld have
no objection to make such acqusintance, if she's of real flesh and bloed
—but who is this strange cresturs

Fra Anf. I will tell yon what they relats of her in thess parts :

BALLAD.

8he ie seen when the vapours of morn srise,
When ths dews of éven fall—
‘When the moonbesms break through t.'h,ac.lomlyshes,
And shine on the eloister’s wall ;
Whenwthistmbleﬂ,wﬂlickhheair,
The sorrow to some
On many may come,
For the Borceress then in dwelling thers !

Caorus,

When earth is troubled, or thick the air,
The sorrow to soma
On mapy may come,

For the Borceress then is dwelling there !



THE ENCHANTRESS. T

EECOND VERSE-
Bhe is seen on the loftiest mountain's brow,
In cavea of the hollow rock,
‘Which mortal footstepa do never plongh,
And mortal approach which mock ;
‘When earth is troubled, or thick the air,
The sorrow to some
On many may come,

For the Borceress then is dwelling there |

CHORUS, (repeated.)
‘When earth ia troubled, or thick the airv, &e.

[MATHANABIUS seems stupificd—at this moment @ shot
1% heard dn the valley.
Ferst Pea. Whet mesns thet sound
[ A4 rushing !dbnd:.
m}mm } A horse knocked down on the brink of the preci-
its vider perhapa killed. Run—ron,
[;"ﬁey all yun out in g body, followed by MATHARABITR, ercepi
A AFTORT0, who elape Rir Bandas, and three sen, dressed in
Black apper of Ris belding.
Fra Ani. Who fired ?
Mo, 1!
Fra Ant. Who commanded thes ?
AMaw, Ome who commands us all.
#ra Ant. Good—they are coming back—disappear—but bo not far
off.
m:r&ummmrwmwﬁemh and

'I.'Buumll returng supporting BYLVIo i Ais arma,
by the Peasanls, running aboug in graad dis-

[B¥Lvio, whﬁmm@ﬁmn#undbyﬁcfﬂﬂ,mu&uaﬂy

TECOVETS,
Sylvio. Thanks, thanks, my good Mathansefus.
Math, What Aae bofsllon thes ¥ |
Sylvio. Let me try and recollect.
ATR axp CHORUS.
As borne on my unruly steed,
As fleet as fook eounld go,
I reached yon mountain’s ridge with speed,
And saw the gulph below ;
While standing near me, uns
When aid I sought to win,
A spirit witnessed, as she gazed,
The danger I was in.



Sylvio

Syleio.

Sylwia.
Chorus.

THE ENCHANTRESS,

As in her smile, where beanty played,
Bhe bade me place my trust,

A ball from yonder eoppice laid
My courser in the dust.

That form, though oft at distance seen,
I never met before,

Or all my heart's delight had been
Its image to adore |

Deseribe her look-—

As soft and light
Az morning’s dew of silvery white—
Her form is bound by searf of red,
And weil of gold adorns her head—
While "neath its textare far more fine,
The brightest eyes on earth do ghine!

CITORUS or PEASANTS.

’Tis she ! *da she | whoss witeh's hand

Ilae desolated all the land,

Death to the Borceress—hasten and trace

The spot aceursed of her hiding place !

Btop ! she's the angel of Yifs 40 me—

In her the angel of death we see—

Rush over thicket, climb up the hill,

‘Where firz can burn, or weapon can kill.

{with energy) If ye've the courage of men, forbear,
Nor seek the life of & being so fair. :
Follow, follow, heed not him,

Find out the Sorceress, scatter each Hmb

Over the earth she haa laid so bare,

And let her of those who wounld 6l it, bewara |

Repulsing BYLVIO, and rushing out among the mountains,

Fra Ant, (Restraining Syivie) Calm yourself, my son, they will not
find her whom they aeek.

Sylwip,

How so

Fra Ant. Why, if she be a Horceress, ghe'll easily escape their blows.

Sylvio. I have no faith in eny good or evil epirits, which are only
to be met with in the musty books of the library of our old ruined tower,
end my worthy pastor hes tried all bis alchemy in vain, to find cu
tha secret of my birth,

Math, The fact ie, govd Hermit, that is an extraordinary history :




TOE ENCHANTRESE. 9

Nne night, about eighteen yeare ago, I hed just landed in your fine
Iu.nmilom of Maples, when a knocking was heard at the door of the fisher-
man's hut, where I was to pass the night—T tan to open it, when &
man, dressed in black, and endowed with o most villainous munumuncl't,
placed in my hands a very large puorse, and a very little buby, m;rmg
in a ferribla voice. o into the Abrozzi tains—take:

af the sld Castle of 5t Michasl—it ia I.hme—c-.nrr: thia child 'rjt.b thee
—:!Jm day, perohance, thon may'st be happy and rich.” Idid as I was
Tid.

Syieio.  (lawyhing) Wa aro eertainly Bappy, bat it wonld poszle any
one W be poorer than we are,

Math, Bince you doubt all 'pru]qn(a, I have & great mind to attempt
o Hitte bit of conjuration, just to couvines you of your folly.

Sglvin. If I can but see this Enchantross, or Sorceross, ea they enll
her, the sooner you hagm, the better—and if you sudoeod, | will believe
=¥ CUHEMEDCE :on_]urnhnn_

Math. [ere it is, in thia wonderful velome—** The Damoxtoaaxia,”
composed far the henefit of all ol of pociety, desirons of giving
themselves np to—the gentleman in black.

Opena the book.

CHANT.

Math, In Lucifer’s name, and that of his erew,
Spirit of evil appear to our view !
List to a challange more fitling by far
Goblin, or fairy, or sunbeam, or efar,
Come hither, some !
Sylvio. Oh pry’thes eoms |

Fra Ant, Be silent! behold o’er the darkened sky,
‘Where the thunder rolls, sud lightnings iy !

Oh do not come !
[Loud thunder heard—indication of a storm,

Muth, In Belzebub's name

Thy presenca I claim.
Fra dnt. By the spell of fear

‘Which prevailath here—
Math. Appear! appear !
Fra Ant. Do not sppear !

(The tightning suddenly fashes, and Hrevta appears at the fack
of the Hermilage, she i dressed fn g picturesque and  Sriliign
manner, and her head 3 covered with o black veil, studded with
yold atars; Faa Awtonta folle on his knees ferrified ; Matma-
NASTUS. lefs fhe hook fall out of fis hand, and BYLVIO gazes on
the SoRcEREss with delight.




